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Away 


Author's Notes: 
Based on an idea | had, as well as what\'s happening now 
‘Where'd you go? 


That's the only response he was receiving from the man, and that after more than six months of absence 
from the band. From the tour. From him. 


Richie didn't quite know what to reply at first, truthfully. He just stared at the text as if he'd seen a ghost, as 


if the one line might erase itself and vanish into thin air if he adverted his eyes. 


He'd almost, almost though Jon had sent him a typo, because the word "why" would have been so much 
simpler to explain. Why'd he go? He didn't even know where to begin 


Firstly there was the aftermath of his own tour, that had been unfortunately cut short thanks to laryngitis, 


the disappointment at not being able to see his own solo record through. He'd wanted that, he'd craved to make 


people see that he was not the bad guy he'd been made out to be, he was just any other man, only he'd been 
unlucky enough to slip. But he'd had the promise of one more year out of the Bon Jovi engine, the machine as 
he'd sarcastically nicknamed it in his head. 


Then came the second blow when he was picking himself back up to go at it again, from the most unexpected 
source. Jon announced that there was another album and another world-tour upcoming within the next few 
months, the juggernaut going at it way too early, way too strong. And what more, Richie knew that although 
they'd been getting together to writing some half bad stuff, even that wasn't near enough songs for a full 
album. He had to make the conclusion that Jon was writing for himself, on his own, in guise of writing for the 


band. 


He'd tried to confront Jon about it but Jon wouldn't budge or give him straight answers, all he said was that 
the time was right. Richie hadn't pressed on, didn't want to upset Jon because as unreasonable and difficult as 
an indifferent Jon could be, as unforgiving and downright cruel was Jon's anger when triggered. Richie didn't 


want to get in another fight, he knew all too well where their fights in the past had gotten them. 


But when he thought about it, maybe a blow out, an argument, even a fist fight would have helped. If he'd 
fought with nails and claws for what he believed was right, to prolong the hiatus, to put the record release on 
hold, Jon would have known where he stood. It might not have gained him any privileges or gotten him 


anywhere, but Jon would have been aware of the disagreement. Instead Richie said nothing. 


But he could have gone down with that, he could have held his head up strong and gone on with the tour. But 
this was bigger than the tour itself, this was rooted much deeper. It all led back to Jon and himself and what 
they were. Whatever were they, anyway? Richie wasn’t even sure these days, all he knew was that when they 
shared hotel rooms, when Jon wasn't too exhausted to avoid him - which left Richie's heart aching because 
Jon simply didn't do that while on tour - they never made love. They had sex, yes, but they didn't make love. 
That would be gentle, tender, slow and certain, holding a promise. Now, it was rough, almost painful, full of pent 
up anger and frustration, it was a fight to cling to what the promise they'd once made was supposed to mean. 
Richie had pondered over it, had many a night laid awake with Jon's head on his chest, listening to soft snoring 
and wondering why and when their intimacy became an effort. 


And Richie could have survived that, he could have gone on with angry, animalistic sex disguised as intimacy 
and tenderness, had it not been for the things Jon said. Jon had always been forgiving with him, they knew 
both as well that whilst Richie was indeed very strong, he was also very weak. He walked a fine line, a 
breakable thread, between absolution and disaster. Jon knew what made Richie tick, and he had always done his 
best effort never to say anything hurtful. He had. Because lately he'd begun to handle out remarks. Nothing 
big, nothing fancy, nothing that was supposed to mean anything, or so Richie assumed. But it was the fact that 
they were there, like snakebites, lashed out whenever Richie did something that might be worth Jon's slightest 


disapproval. 


Richie knew it was much rooted in the singer's own insecurities. The older the man got, the more worried and 
insecure and frankly, terrified, Jon had become. Many a night had Jon asked Richie to stop in the middle of sex, 


tears streaming down his face not because of pain or because he was uncomfortable - Richie had asked 


several times, on each occasion - but because Jon was scared of losing him. Richie had understood it from 
what little information he had skillfully managed to extract from the sobbing singer. But he always felt as if he 


was doing something wrong, as if somehow Jon expected him to be more helpful. 


Then came the tour, leading up to the point of both emotional and physical exhaustion for him. For Jon. They 
didn't talk much. Some days Jon would just walk up to him as he sat backstage waiting for the show to start, 
when soundcheck was through, when everything was set and they finally had some time to just think and 

prepare and strengthen themselves. Or, for Richie to brace himself. The smaller man would then settle right 
next to him, lean his head against his shoulder and shut his eyes. They'd sit like that, never knowing how long, 
if it was for hours or only mere seconds, and Richie would lean his head against the top of Jon's, as if to 

prove the point that this was how they were meant to be. He knew it, Jon knew it, everyone around at least 


suspected it to one extent or another. 


So why'd he left? Truthfully, Richie didn't know. He'd like to say there was a real reason, liked to say there was 
an actual fight betwen him and Jon, would have liked to be able to dish out an actual breaking point. But he 
couldn't, he'd had to look to find an excuse for the break up, he'd had to concoct a believable backstory. But he 
was fleeing from the fight, he was running away from the impending blow out that he knew was going to come 
between him and Jon. He knew that once that storm hit, he wasn't sure whether they'd be able to actually 
weather it, or if he'd be left outside of Jon's heart. Or even worse, if Jon would be left outside of his. So he'd 
rather have it this way, if he hurt Jon now, there was still the chance of redemption further down the road, 


of forgiveness and then things would go back to their rightful order. Wouldn't they? 


But Jon hadn't asked why, and Richie wasn't about write him an essay over text. He knew Jon hadn't simply 
sent the wrong message, he knew Jon was such a control freak he reread the texts three times before 
actually sending them, just to make sure he didn't get it wrong or didn't send it to the wrong contact, almost 


as if he had active OCD. 


Jon had asked where. So where'd he go? Richie didn't know what Jon wanted him to reply to that, what sort of 
response he was expecting. But he knew what he could write, because the reason why subsequently explained 
where he'd fled. He knew that this meant severing all ties on his part, knew that if Jon didn't understand the 
meaning behind it, the rift between them that had been rumored so greatly about would become reality. Would 
tear them from one another. Yet, he couldn't not grant Jon the one answer he deserved. He couldn't not be 
honest, out of reservation, our of love, out of honesty. His fingers moved quickly and hesitated, albeit only for 


a second. 
‘Away from you: 
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